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her so perfectly to live in it. It was the very
size that she liked, small, compact, comfortable.
Everything in it went on under her very nose; she
could have her fingers in every pie, in Deborah's
cooking and preserving, sewing and cleaning, in
the dealings with the pig, in all the little affairs of
the town, the gossip, the tea-parties, the expedi-
tions on fine days, the cosy conferences round the
fire on wet ones. In five minutes she had Mr.
Sunwood entirely under her control, he would
read his sermons to her, she would listen to his
accounts of his Quadrille parties, enjoy by proxy
the first piece of roasted swan that he had tasted
at a grand party at the Castle, and even advise
him as to the right time to take a good dose of
rhubarb,

But the element that made this visit so en-
chanting was her quite unexpected friendship with
Deborah, Deborah was nearly sixty-six years of age
and Judith only fourteen, yet the difference in their
ages seemed to make no division between them
at alL Judith was hungering for affection with
all the ardour and excitement of her temperament.
She was separated from Francis and also (although
of this she tried to prevent herself thinking) from
Georges, the French boy. So she was ready, in
any case, to throw herself upon Deborah and
Reuben. But she soon discovered that she had
never been brought into contact before with
anyone at all like this stout, soft-eyed, soft-voiced,
gentle-hearted woman* The people whom she
had hitherto known had not (save for Reuben, and
he had been two years away) been gentle-hearted